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The lanner and the lanneret

Thy colours bear as banneret;                            100

The goshawk and her tercel, rous'd,
Witb tears attend thee as new bows'd,
All these are in their dark array
Led by the various herald-jay.

But thy eternal name shall live                       105

Whilst quills from ashes fame reprieve,
Whilst open stands renown's wide door,
And wings are left on which to soar:
Doctor Robin, the prelate Pie,
And the poetic Swan shall die,                           no

Only to sing thy elegy.

LOVE MADE IN THE FIRST AGE

TO   CHLORIS

IN the nativity of time,

Chloris! it was not thought a crime

In direct Hebrew for to woo.
Now we make love as all on fire,
Ring retrograde our loud desire,                           5

And court in English backward too.

Thrice happy was that golden age,
When compliment was constru'd rage,

And fine words in the centre hid;
When cursed No stain'd no maid's bliss,               10

And all discourse was summed in Yes,

And naught forbade, but to forbid.

Love, then unstinted, love did sip,
And cherries pluck'd fresh from the lip,

On cheeks and roses free he fed;                       15

Lasses like Autumn plums did drop,
And lads indifferently did crop

A flower and a maidenhead.

Then unconfined each did tipple
Wine from the bunch, milk from the nipple,         20
Paps tractable as udders were;